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try you would most like to visit, I have friends all over the-
world, and will give you letters which will insure youf
employment wherever you may decide to go. Get ready to
leave Rome in a week. Think matters over seriously, come
and see me to-morrow, and tell me what you determine
to do.'
I left him, troubled and sore at heart. I could think of nc
course to pursue, and when I saw him next day, at the Villa
Negroni, had made no definite plan.
He was walking in the gardens with one of his secretaries,
whom he dismissed on seeing me.
I told him in the strongest terms the grief I felt at leaving
him. He listened kindly, but repeated his question as to what
part of Europe I wanted to go to. At last, in temper and
despair, I answered: Constantinople.'
'Constantinople!' he exclaimed.
cYes, Monseigneur,' I repeated, wiping my eyes.
After a little silence he said with a smile: 'I must thank
you for not saying Ispahan, it might have been embarrassing;
I will give you a full passport, and I think you can safely
tell people I am sending you to Constantinople; no one will
believe you,'
When I returned to the hotel I said to myself: 'Either I
am mad, or in the power of some occult genius who controls
my destiny; I do not know what I shall do at Constanti-
nople—but to Constantinople I mean to go.'
Two days after the cardinal gave me a passport to Venice
and a sealed letter addressed to Osman Bonneval, Pasha of
Caramania, at Constantinople. He also gave me a parcel
containing seven hundred sequins. I already possessed three
hundred, and I took my place in a berline with a lady and
her daughter, who were going on a pilgrimage to Our Lady
of Loretto. The girl was ugly, and I had a very tiresome
journey.

